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Summary 


“Dude, did you know I had an older brother?” 


Suddenly, the heat vanished; the crackling stopped; the rumbling abated. Instead, it was like a 
February morning in the woods. Nino remembered that day, of fleeing for a bus, then a train, 
then a bus, and ending up at the Bois du Boulogne early enough—after a rare, frigid snow— 
that he was alone. He needed to get himself lost. That’s what it felt like now. Like he had 
conjured winter with that one confession when Adrien needed to get himself lost. Nino felt 
his eyes warm, like the first embers of a campfire on a cool autumn day. 


Notes 


See the end of the work for notes 


e Inspired by The Beauty of Truth by UpTooLateArt 


Mlle Bustier walked into class, down to the dais, and clapped her hands to get everyone’s 
attention. “Okay, class, for the past two weeks, we’ve been discussing the Romantic poets 
and their love of nature and natural processes. But today we’re moving on from them to the 
Modernists!” 


Chloe didn’t even wait to be called on. “Thank God, give me something modern! Those 
poems were all so depressing. All they talked about was death, and trees, and birds. I want to 
read about more exciting things than that!” 


Adrien spoke up. “Chloe, what are you talking about? Those poems were so beautiful!” 
Adrien placed his hand to his chest. “Consume my heart away, sick with desire / And fastened 
to a dying—” 


Chloe thrust her finger at him. “You see? Dying! That’s exactly what I mean! I’m fourteen, 
what do I care about dying? I plan on being around a long time.” 


“Shut up, Chloe!” said Marinette. Nino and Adrien looked back at her, and she was glancing 
nervously at Adrien before turning her anger back at Chloe. Nino could just about see a vein 
bursting in her forehead. Just a regular school day... He put his headphones on to wait out 
Chloe’s rant, but it didn’t really work. He could still hear their muted argument. 


“Ugh, of course you would take his side, Dupain Cheng! With all those flowers on your tiny 
little balcony to keep you company! Not to mention that stray cat, probably spraying 
everywhere, making a mess of things because he doesn’t have a mother to teach him how to 
act prope—” 


“—_Chloe, SHUT UP” 


Nino felt the desk jostle, and he snapped his head back up. He saw Adrien’s poetry book 
flying toward Chloe, who looked like she couldn’t believe what was happening. The book, 
being paperback, lost steam halfway across the room, but Adrien was already storming out of 
the room. 


“Adrikins, wait!” Chloe’s eyes were wide; she’d just realized what she’d done. 


The class was silent. No one had ever seen Adrien get worked up like this. Marinette looked 
at Alya, who looked at Nino, who sighed. He palmed the desk and pushed himself back and 
stood up. Marinette shot up to rush out the door, but Nino grabbed her hand and shook his 
head. 


“I think it’s gotta be me this time, Marinette.” She frowned, but nodded. He turned to the 
front of the classroom and looked at their teacher, feeling the corners of his eyes droop. “PH 
check on Adrien, Mlle Bustier.” 


“Thank you, Nino.” 


Once out of the classroom, he looked around the hallway, but he didn’t see Adrien. He heard 
a bang coming from the stairwell, and he jogged over. Once inside, he heard another bang 


from above, so he headed upstairs to the roof. I can t believe they dont keep this locked. 


When he got outside, he saw Adrien standing against a wall, balling his fists. He heard his 
friend sniffling. Adrien must have noticed Nino approaching, because he turned around to 
face the wall, wiping his eyes with his sleeve. 


Without saying a word, Nino walked over to the wall, put his back to it, and slid down until 
he was sitting with his feet out in front of him. And then he waited, giving Adrien time. 


From three feet away—even though it was a warm spring day—he felt heat radiating off 
Adrien, which shouldn’t have been possible. So maybe he imagined it. He also thought he 
heard a crackling sound from the masonry when Adrien slapped the wall, which shouldn’t 
have been possible. So maybe he imagined it. He heard Adrien...rumbling, which shouldn’t 
have been possible. So maybe he imagined it. 


“Dude, did you know I had an older brother?” 


Suddenly, the heat vanished; the crackling stopped; the rumbling abated. Instead, it was like a 
February morning in the woods. Nino remembered that day, of fleeing for a bus, then a train, 
then a bus, and ending up at the Bois du Boulogne early enough—after a rare, frigid snow— 
that he was alone. He needed to get himself lost. That’s what it felt like now. Like he had 
conjured winter with that one confession when Adrien needed to get himself lost. Nino felt 
his eyes warm, like the first embers of a campfire on a cool autumn day. 


“Almost everyone knows. He was a popular guy. Marinette knew him. So did Chloe and 
Kim. They’re the ones I’ve been with since Maternelle. No one talks about him at school, but 
sometimes when me and Marinette are hanging out, she’Il hear some song he liked and 
remind me.” 


Nino smiled. “He had such shitty taste in music.” He pulled his knees to his chest and rested 
his head on them. “This was his hat,” Nino said as he pushed the brim up to peer at Adrien. 


His friend’s green eyes were locked on a spot between them. “What you’re doing isn’t 
healthy, bro. Come on, sit down, talk about it.” 


Adrien stepped closer and slid his butt down along the wall next to him. Nino reached over 
with one arm and half-embraced him, touching his own right shoulder to Adrien’s left. But 
even then, he felt Adrien tense up. 


“A hug’s not gay unless chests touch, dude.” 


That’s all it took. A rolling laughter flew out of Adrien and didn’t abate until he was out of 
breath. Through gasps for air, he managed to say, “Oh my God, that—that stupid meme!” 
Then he blushed, remembering it wasn’t exactly a PG meme. 


Nino took his hat off and ran his fingers along the bill, listening to his nails brush over the 
woven texture of the cotton, soothing hims— 


“What was his name?” 


Nino smiled, looking out into the sky, remembering his old best friend. “His name was Noël.” 
Adrien looked at him quizzically. “Your parents named both your brothers ‘Noél’?” 


“Hah. No. But they used to be cheeky. My younger brother is actually named Chris. Two 
brothers, two references to the same holiday. I’m the odd one out. 


“But after our brother died died, Chris demanded everyone call him ‘Noél’ in his honor. But 
only in French. When we speak English or Arabic, he still goes by his real name. I don’t 
know why. Maybe it’s because those languages feel more foreign, almost like it’d be 
insulting Noél to associate him with anything that isn’t French.” 


“My mom used to do that, but it wasn’t so drastic. She was Emilie by birth, but the few times 
we visited America, when she tipped, when she signed in at the hotel...she would spell it 
‘Emily.’“ 

“Emily?” 


“Yeah. She loved Emily Dickinson. Especially...especially toward the end. Mom talked like 
they were old friends. That’s why I paid so much attention while we were reading the 
Romantics in class.” 


“Did she make you read any?” 


“No, she didn’t make me. She let me read poems to her.” Adrien closed his eyes and smiled. 
He must be remembering. 


Nino shoved Adrien. “No wonder you’re such a dork.” 

Adrien threw his shoulder back at Nino. “Some of it’s pretty good, man.” 

“I dunno!” Nino spun on his butt to face his friend. “So what was her favorite poem?” 
“By Emily Dickinson?” asked Adrien. 

“Yeah.” 

“A Counterfeit—A Plated Person—.” Adrien answered without missing a beat. 
“*,.Dude, I don’t even know what the title means.” 

“Har har.” 

“No, man, I’m serious!” 


Adrien sighed. “The title refers to a person putting on a mask to hide her true self. My mom 
didn’t want to do that. It’s why she left her family to be with my dad, and why she became an 
actress even though it’s ‘beneath you,’ as my grandparents told her. She talked about when 
she was acting, she could find ways to show herself through the character she was playing. 
And when I transform—” 


“— Transform?” Nino raised his eyebrow and stared at Adrien. 


Adrien’s eyes widened for a moment. Probably no one but Nino would have noticed. “Heh, 
you know, when I model, I get makeup and new clothes! Despite that, I try to be as true to 
myself as possible. Even if it’s just in my mind while my body does something else.” 


Nino put his hands straight behind and leaned back to rest his weight on them. “It sounds 
alright. Is it long? I can’t pay attention for the long stuff.” 


“No, it’s really short, actually. Even you could memorize it.” 

“Harsh, dude!” Adrien laughed, and Nino scowled before joining in the laughter. 

“My favorite part is the ending. How meagre, what an exile is a lie, and vocal when we die.” 
Nino saw Adrien looking at him, expecting a response. “Uhh, that gave me goosebumps?” 
“Oh come on, man. Be true to yourself!” 


“No, I get it! It’s just, I mean, I’m already true to myself! P’ ve got my DJing, I make movies 
sometimes, I got the girl just by being myself...I dunno, maybe you like it more since you 
have to fake it so often.” 


“Hey, what’s that supposed to mean?” 


“Bro, you can fool everyone else, but you can’t fool me and Marinette. She’s always pointing 
out your ‘model smile’ when people you don’t know are making you uncomfortable. And I 
know all about the nerdy stuff you do that doesn’t show up in those teenybopper magazines.” 


Adrien grimaced. “Yeah. Those interviews were Father’s idea. I never had to say that stuff 
when Mom was alive.” Adrien made an obvious show of looking around for spies. “I’m 
going to let you in on a secret. Sometimes I sneak out of the house and explore Paris, 
pretending it’s the way it used to be. P11 wear something over my face so people can’t tell it’s 
me. I flirt, I make puns, I’m really loud and goofy. No way could anyone guess it was me. It’s 
funny that for me I feel most myself when I’m wearing a mask.” 


Nino whistled. “Wow, I’d love to see that! I bet your old man would have a heart attack.” 
“<... yeah...” 


The two sat there leaning against the wall, feeling the hum of the city vibrate through their 
bodies. There were tiny dogs barking, tourist children shouting with joy at the living statues, 
and the faint song of Andre hawking his ice cream. 


“Hey, Nino?” Adrien asked in the tiniest voice Nino had heard since the guys had pressed 
Ivan for “details” on his relationship with Mylene. 


“Yeah?” 


“Sometimes I wish my father had died instead of my mom.” Nino noticed Adrien’s eyes had 
reddened, and a lone tear slipped down his face. 


“Shit. That’s heavy, dude.” 


The two boys sat there as the spring sun warmed the rooftop. The birds were chirping, the 
subtle scent of magnolias drifted up toward them. Nino laid back and watched the clouds drift 
by. 


“Tell me something about Noél.” 
Nino thought for a moment. How best to highlight how special his brother had been? 


“He hated presents. Called it ‘consumer bullshit.’ Real edgelord stuff. I saved up one time 
and bought him a CD of good music, and he got pissed off and made me take it back. I was 
so mad at him. But that night when I went to bed, I found a note on my desk. Write me a song 
instead. I stayed up all night planning it out in my head, the beats and the melody. It was the 
first time I’d ever composed anything. That’s where I got my start. And he never let me 
forget how much potential he thought I had.” 


“But this little blaze,” he heard Adrien say. 
“What was that?” 


“It’s from Dickinson. I could bring you jewels, but you have enough of those / but this little 
blaze flickering to itself in the meadow suits me more than those.” 


Nino folded his arms behind his head like a pillow and closed his eyes. He heard Adrien slide 
over next to him. 


“Right on, dude. Right on.” 


End Notes 


Thanks to Hamsterrific for giving this a once-over to make sure it wasn't trash. But if it's 
trash, it's because I made further edits, not her fault! 


This is a response, in the same "Adrien and the Romantics" vein, to UpTooLateArt's Beauty 
of Truth. Read it; it's sooo beautiful. 


Emilie Agreste certainly would've made sure her son knew Romantic poetry. 
I can be found on Tumblr as @cardiac-agreste. 


Also, I'm writing a Sabine-centric fic that comes out as part of the Big Bang in January. 
Watch this space for that! 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


